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Everybody wants Slash 


Author's Notes: 
The idea just came to me one morning. And | kinda like it, just writing around with no real end.. 


It was a party easy to enjoy for Slash. All his friends were here, many hot girls and far enough alcohol and 
drugs. 


He was just chatting with a cute girl, when he felt an arm winding around his hip. It was Duff beaming at him, 
planting a kiss on his cheek and declared: "There you are. Was looking for you for ages!" 


On the one hand Duff's acting was pretty cute, and Slash liked it, acting this fondly with his friends. One the 
other hand it was a bit embarrassing, in front of that girl he tried to impress, and at her look now, he was 


happy, that his curls hid most of his face. 


"Why've you been looking for me? You need anything?" Slash asked his friend, who was still clinging to him. 
"Yeah | need you. It's really urgent. Can you come with me? Please?" Duff asked him and tried to make his best 
puppy look. And if you've ever seen Duff McKagan doing his best puppy look, you know, nobody can resist him 


then. Slash nodded: "Yeah. Okay Fucker. I'll come." He turned to the girl: "Uhm sorry.. l." 
She nodded although looking a bit disappointed: "It's okay. Never mind" 


Duff, looking very happy now, seized Slash's hand and led him into a little deserted room of the house. 


As he closed the door behind them Slash wanted to know: "So what is so urgent now? You know, that girl was 
pretty hot. So | hope it's important" Duff's smile faded a bit: "Erm.. Can you help me open that bottle?" 

He picked a bottle of vodka off the sofa. The guitarist stared at him. "You were looking for me to open you a 
bottle of fucking vodka?? Couldn't it be anyone else?" 

Duff actually looked a bit taken back: "l. | wanted to party with you. To hang around with my best friend. If 


you don't want to you can leave..." 


Slash hated it when Duff was doing that. Playing all poor and left alone, so you just have to stay with him. He 
just looked too cute if he had that kinda shameful, worried look in his eyes. He held out one hand: "Gimme that 
fucking bottle." 


As Duff got the opened one back he asked again: "So are you gonna drink something with me? Are you very 
mad at me? I'm sorry.. | thought you might wanna have a drink with me.." He shot him another one of his 


puppy looks and Slash was cracked. "Shut it. Course | drink something with you." 


Duff let out a happy yelp and flung himself into the other man's arms. He pressed another kiss on Slash's 
cheek and hurried back to the sofa, to set down, sip on the booze and offered it to his friend. 


Slash smiled on the behavior of the bassist. It was kinda weird but on the same time cute. He sat down beside 


his friend and took the offered liquor. 


"You know, the girl you were talking to.." Duff began, "That girl in my dream last night look quite lot alike her. 


And you were there too." 


"You wanna discuss your dreams now?" Slash chuckled a bit. Duff shifted a bit closer: "Well it was a fucking 
hot dream. We had a threesome." 

Slash choked on the drag of his cigarette: "Why you're telling me that now? You wanna have a fucking 
threesome or what?" 


The look Duff gave him was hard to read: "I think it would be hot.. Don't you?" He felt how the blonde was 


fixing him. "Uhm... all threesomes are hot, right?" 


Duff seemed happy with this answer, for he smiled broadly again: "Exactly. But- hehe.. the dream had a funny 
change. Suddenly it was just the two of us." 


Slash wondered how Duff managed to tell him that in a voice as if he was telling him he had cornflakes for 


breakfast. 


Suddenly he was aware of how near Duff had managed to shift to him, his long legs now lying on top of his. He 


kept on talking: "I never thought that it would still be hot... But damn Fucker. You are hot..." 
"Wha-.. What are you talking about Fucker?" Slash had no idea what Duff was up to at the moment. To tell the 
truth he had, but as he was pretty sure, that Duff was straight, he didn't dare to think that way. 


Duff chuckled: "Well Fucker I'm just making you a compliment. You really are hot, you know that?! With that 
dark skin, and that chocolate eyes, and that mane of curls, like a lion. You know in my dream you acted a bit 


like a lion in bed" He chuckled again "You never thought about such things?" 


Suddenly the room felt much hotter than just moments before. "Ahh... that's all nice but noo... | don't think | 
have such thoughts... 

"Ahhh. You're lying!" Duff stabbed one of his long fingers now into Slash's chest, "I'm sure you thought about 
such things once. Just for fun you know...” 

Slash really wondered now, what was going on with his friend. "You're drunken Duff" The bassist just laughed: 
"Yeah | am. And so are you. But aren't we always drunken? So c'mon now Fucker... You never imagined.. me and 


you... Y'know as a man, I'd know how to give you exactly what you want.. | could drive you crazy l'm sure..." 


His mouth was now near the other one's ear and his breath brushed over his hot skin, which made the hair 
on Slash neck raise. 

Would a girl've said that to him, they'd been already been lying on the floor wildly making out. But this was his 
friend. And he was still straight. 

Though a bit aroused at the moment, what he didn't really wanted to confess to himself. 


He felt the fair head's lips against his cheek again: "We should try it y'know. You never know, whether you like 
it or not till you really did it...” 
On what fucking drugs was Duff right now? "Nah Duff... | don't think we..." But Slash couldn't talk anymore, for 


Duff was already closing his mouth with his own 


He tasted like alcohol and cigarettes and something Slash couldn't really get. It was so weird, but he was so 
drunken, that he just let it happened. It wasn't a bad kiss. In fact it was a kiss to enjoy. 


But as he felt Duff's hand on his crotch his brain seemed to turn on again. Seriously what was going on with 
his band mate for trying to make out with him like this?! 


He took both of his hands and pulled him back. "Duff stop. Please, this isn't right” Duff, looking very 
disappointed now, but tried to fight: "You haven't even tried, how can you know then it isn't right?" 

The curl head stood up: "Duff you're my best friend and you know | love you. But that's too heavy for me." 
And before Duff could response anything or tried another puppy look at him he fled out of the room into the 


next empty one. 


As he dashed into the room, he collided with his singer, who apparently was happy to see him. "Ahh Slash. 
Where have you been all night?" And without letting him a chance to answer he added: "Wow, are you this 
happy to see me?" He smirked at him cheekily. 


It was just now, that Slash noticed, his half hard-on, which was now pressed against Axl, as they were still 
sticking tightly together. 

Slash tried to entangle them: "Uhmm... | just... l." 

What the hell was he supposed to say now? That one of his band mates had tried to make out with him, and 
apparently his cock liked it very much?! 

Grinning broadly Axl got them into a tighter hug again: "I for one am very happy to see you." Slash stared into 
these unbelievably green eyes. "What...?" 

"But | think we can work on this, right?" Axl teased, and let one hand slip down to get a firm grip of Slash's 
half erection, and at the same time crushed their lips together. 

And again, Slash asked himself, what the fuck was going on with his band mate?! 


